JOHN

It was a bonny baby: the whole company was united
in adoration and service of the bambino. There was a
moment of suspension, when religious submission seemed
to come over the inn-room.

Then the Signora began to talk, and it broke upon the
Italian child-reverence.

What is he called?*

'Oscare,' came the ringing note of pride. And the
mother talked to the baby in dialect. All, men and women
alike, felt themselves glorified by the presence of the child.

At last the coffee in the tin coffee-pot was boiling and
frothing out of spout and lid. The milk in the little copper
pan was also hot, among the ashes. So we had our drink at
last*

The landlord was anxious for us to see Giovanni, his
son. There was a village band performing up the street, in
front of the house of a colonel who had come home
wounded from Tripoli. Everybody in the village was
wildly proud about the colonel and about the brass band,
the music of which was execrable.

We just looked into the street. The band of uncouth
fellows was playing the same tune over and over again
before a desolate, newish house. A crowd of desolate, for-
gotten villagers stood round, in the cold upper air. It
seemed altogether that the place was forgotten by God and
man.

But the landlord, burly, courteous, handsome, pointed
out with a flourish the Giovanni, standing in the band
playing a cornet. The band itself consisted only of five
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